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with care, on Gordon's counsel, both for its argu-
ments and its English, Richard Hooker's " Ec-
clesiastical Polity." I had always a trick of imi-
tating, more or less, the last book I had read with
admiration ; and it farther seemed to me that
for the purposes of argument, (and my own
theme was, according to my notion, to be argued
out invincibly,) Hooker's English was the per-
fectest existing model. At all events, I did the
best I then knew how, leaving no passage till I
had put as much thought into it as it could be
made to carry, and chosen the words with the
utmost precision and tune I could give them.

For the first time in my life, when I had fin-
ished the last sentence, I was really tired. In too
long readings at Oxford I got stupid and sleepy,
but not fatigued: now, however, I felt distinctly
that my head could do no more ; and with much
satisfied thankfulness, after the revise of the last
sheet was sent to printer, found myself on the
bows of the little steamer, watching their magi-
cal division of the green waves between Dover
and Calais.

Little steamers they all were, then ; nor in the
least well appointed, nor aspiring to any pride of
shape or press of speed ; their bits of sails worn
and patched like those of an old fishing-boat.
Here, for modest specimen of my then proper
art style, I give my careful drawing of the looseost of them havecessarily   into   the"And believe me to remain, dear Sir,
